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For the next 40 Days.
Those having Houses to Paper can save from 13 to 4:0 per

cent, in buying their WALL PAPER at LORINGS.

Remember these PRICES will only last till the 31st day
of August, 1882.

on hand at Lowest Prices. My stock of

Stationery, School Books,
BLANK BOOKS, &c, is Complete.

July 21st, 1882.

water so as to do seasick in unison witn
me, and I'm not his second wife eith-
er."

He Resumed. "Father," said the
young man, as he loaned on his hoe,
"they say tho balance of trade is agin
us." "they do, eh?" "And that our
bank reserves are rapidly diminishing."
"Du tell!" "And that railroad exten-
sion has come to a halt." "Well, I
swan!" "And that the volume of se-

curities is substantially without a mar-
ket." "Great snakes! Well. I never!
And do they say any thing about a fel-le-

stopping to lean on his hoe to talk
when be might just as well talk and hoe
too?" Reuben spit on his hands and
reaumad.

A Maine grocer who had just "ex-
perienced religion" acknowledged in
meeting that lie had been a hard sin-
ner, cheated customers by adulterating
his goods, but, being converted, would
repay any one he had wronged. Late
that night he was awakened by a ring
at his door-be'.- l. Looking out, ho saw
a man. "Who are you and what do
you want? he asked. "I'm Bill Jones.
You said you would repay
thoai you had cheated. (live me that
$100 you've owed me so long." "Can't
you wait till morning?" "No; I ain't go-
ing to wait till then and stand in line all
day." He was paid.

"I have one of the best pianos in tho
world; it was made to order for mo. I
have had it ten years, and it has only
been tuned three times, since, and it is
in pretty fair tune now; try it," she said
M she opened the lid. "N'ow, how of-

ten ought a piano to betuned?" "Well,
madam, that depends on what kind of
a piano it is, what sort of a care is ta-
ken of it, and who uses it. An artist
has his piano tuned every time he uses
it, professional people every time it
needs it, purchasers of first-clas- s in-

struments three or four times a year,
and people with solo leather ears, nev-
er." Mtuio.

Baffled
The Inqnisltiveneai which springs

from a kind heart that is interested in
all that concerns a neighbor may bo
pardoned, though it is often annoying.
But the curiosity which merely wants to
know, because its possessor has" no other
source of amusement, is too vulgar to
bo treated with leniency. Such was
that described in the following anec-
dote:

The other day on the Central Rail-
way we sat next to a coarse-voice- d

woman with nose and eyes that looked
as if made expressly for prying into
other people1 bushier.

Opposite us sat a handsome young
lady in an elaborate sage-gree- n, with an
elegant copy of "Middlemarch" on her
lap. The sharp-voice- d woman stared
at her ve- - hard, lidgeted a good deal,
and leaning over commenced a conver-
sation in this way:

"Book agent, I see! Havo good
luck?"

"You are mistaken, madam; I am
not an agent," (much astonished).

"You go to school, per'aps?"
"No," (with a smile).
"Oh, you don't? Thought per'aps

you did," anil looking her over as if
she thought she was not making prog-
ress, sho spied a heavy gold ring on the
third linger of her left hand and com-
menced again,

"Married?"
Yes."

"Bride, per'aps?"
"Yes," with a glance at a tall gentle-

man who stood at tho rear end of the
car, talking with the conductor.

"Oh, and these are your weddin' fix-

ings? I might have known it!" running
her eyes from the jaunty hat down to
the multitudinous folds and ruflles, to
the dainty French kid boots.

"Husband forehanded?"
"My husband has the samo number

of hands as other people, madam," said
the bride, very sharply, making tho best
of her way to a vacant scat at the other
end of the car, while the inquisitive
woman settled back, as if she was
wronged at not having met with her
usual success, and exelaimed, "Some
people act impolite as get out!"

iaswa nne compliment was onos paid to
Isaac Nswton. A letter was addressed
to "Mr Newton, Lurope.'1 It found
D'm' mm

Mr. Earnest Sylverton a rich Wall
street broker living in Hoboken, N. J.,
opposite New York City, writes:
'The excessive strain of nervous ex-

citement resulting from stock specu-
lation and too high living made quite
an invalid of me. Brown's Iron Bit-

ters restored me to perfect health and
strength."

We have a Large Stock of
PHOTONS,

Brewster Timken Side Bars,
END SPRING AND PLATFORM

SPRING WAGONS,
And are selling more than all the rest of dealers in Shiawassee

County combined. We have already sold more than
we sold the entire season last year.

jfcST'Prices and quality do it. Call and examine our
stock and be convinced.

ARTHUR McHARDY,
OWOSSO, MICH.

realise the lull force of the blow.
Accompanying them was a package,

containing her betrothal-rin- g and all his
gifts. His notes and letters she had re-
tained.

And she asked Heaven to bless him!
Had ho made a prayer, would it not
have been to call curses not blessings on
her head?

She attempted no explanations; she
expressed n regret. Sho accepted his
fiat as though it lifted a weight from her
breast

Almost mad with agony, he called a
carriage and drove to her house. As he
reached it, the front door opened to ad-

mit a man. He caught but a glimpse
of him, but that sufiiced. It was the
man whom he had learned to look upon
as his rival.

Roturning to tho hotel he hastily
packed his scattered belongings. There
was a steamer left Civita Vecchia for
Genoa that afternoon. A law minutes
before tho hour he was aboard of her.

Standing upon the deck and survey-
ing the city, the scene to him of exquis-
ite happiness and exquisite pain, he
smiled a bitter smile, as he made to his
own soul a solemn oath henceforth he
would believe in woman never again!
There was little danger of his breaking
it. Tho only danger was to himself, in
the daily, hourly torture that time, it
seemed to him could not assuage.

Night and day the lovely face of Ca-
rita rose before him; night and day the
sweet, musical accents of her voice
rang in his ears the voice, the beauty
which had lured him and betrayed
him.

e
Twelve months passed, and his suf-

fering was as keen as in that moment
when ho had read her farewell.

He told himself he had learned to hate
her, but his hate was as ever-prese- nt

with him as had been his love.
One evening returning to his rooms,

ho found a packet a thick letter and a
paper. The letter bore the signature,
"Luigo Cortes;'1 the paper a marked
notice of Luigo Cortez's death. Tho
writing of the letter and the name af-

fixed, were in a different hand. It ran
thus:

"I am dying, but beforo I die I wish to ntono
for a wrong, f loved Carita with a love such
as you Englishmen cannot feel.
This love she never suspected until after your
betrothal to her. I do not know that she would
ever havo suspected it, since I was In no con-
dition to marry her, but that you forbado her
to see me. She was my only friend, ray child
playmate and sweetheart, the one ray of sun-
shine in my darkeued life, and I tolu her you
were engaged In a conspiracy, that your, de-
clared object In visiting Rome for health was
a pretenco; that I could win from the authori-
ties mv own pardon by giving up these proofs;
that four imprisonment, if not your life, would
be tho result. She refused at first to believe
me. Of course, I bad not gone into her pres-
ence without forged papers. I produced these.
She ploaded then for mercy, and begged me to
confide the proofs to her. In mad, burning
words I poured out then the story of my

love.
"Hush 1" she cried. "I am betrothed Your

words aro insult!"
' 'You shall never marry thU man 1" I said.

'Unless you swear this solemnly to me
this very night will I betray him !'

" 'I must think,' she answered. 'Qire me
until only until

"Her prayer was so piteous I could not refuse
it, but when I saw her next day, 1 started to see
tho awful change in her.

" 'Yon need evoke from me no oath," she
said. "It has been decided forme. It is he who
has broken our troth.'

"Then she turned away and left me.
"what had I gained? Her misery and my

own. But one drop of balm remained for me.
It was the knowledge that you shared our suf-
fering. I thought, remembering this, that I
should still be strong but dying men view
things differently. In this hour my love con-
quers hate. On tho altar of the love I bear to
her, I sacrifice the cruel hatred I have nursed
toward you. I shall not live to see the fruit of
my sacrifice. I am dying of the fever, and it
Is sho who, angel-lik- e in her forgiveness, has
come to me ana nursed mo to the end. You
would scarcely know her."

And it was the woman whom he had
thought ho had ceased to love. He could
not write; paper could not hold his
burning utterances. He must look into
her eyes once more, and looking tell the
story through. It was only tho days
and hours that lay between which ho
thought of.

But these at last were passed. The
steamer had borno him to his destina-
tion. Nor time nor distance could long-
er separate him from his heart's desires.
With beating heart he stood before her
door, nor noticed that the bell ho rang
was muffled.

"Signora Corsi! Is she at home?" he
asked tho servant, who started back at
him.

"You do not know, sir?" sho gasped.
"Tho signora is dying of the fever. She
caught it of some one whom she would

to nurse. When she came back to us,
knew that she was doomed."
"She shall not die!" he said. Tako

me to her."
"No one is permitted " the woman

began; but he motioned with his hand,
and there was something in the stern,
silent command she dared not disobey.

At the entrance to tho room sho
paused, but ho, looking neither to the
right nor left, went in, and kneeling be-

side tho bed, lifted the slight, fever-strick-

figure in his strong, tender
arms.

"My own dear love!" ho whispered.
"Look up take courage! I havo come
back! You will live, darling live for
love's own sake! Hush! hush !" for even
in her weakness she would have spoken.
"I know all. It was hate which parted
us; it is love which unites us. Not oven
death's cold hand shall again thrust us
from tho other!"

The others thought that he was mad,
but he never doubted, through the long
after (lavs and nights, when the life he
guarded held by but a feeble thread.

"She belongs to you indeed," tho
physician said, when at last tho crisis
had passed, "for you have saved her."

"She has belonged to me always!"
was tho proud, triumphant answor.

Recognized It.
A primary teacher, not a thousand

miles from tho "Hub," is describing the
banana, and the children aro to name it.
Finally sho steps to the board and draws
the outline of the fruit. Up comes John-
nie's hand.

"Well, Johnnie, what havo I describ-
ed?"

"Cucumbers!"
"O, no; the cucumber grows here, and

I told you this fruit grows in tho South;
besides, is not tho cucumber a vegeta-
ble?"

Johnnie yields tho point, and relapses
into a brown study. Soon an idea strikes
him, and up comes the hand again.

"Are you sure you are right this time,
Johnnie P"

"Yes'm" with
"Well, what is itP"
"Sausagel" U the triumphant

WIT AND flUMOR. .

"So dark and yet so light," as the
man said when he looked at his short
ton of coal.

The goat, it is well known, is fond of
tobacco, but he freely gives away his
butts.

In a slander suit in Oregon the court
held that "an honest man is a man who
won't steal firewood on a cold night."

Is it a runaway match in the insect
or animal world when you see one ant-
elope with another?

Prizo fights are becoming very fre-
quent. This may be called a revival of
the old style of pound parties.

"No, you don't; you must pay as 3'ou
go!" exelaimed the landlord, as he
caught an impecunious boarder trying
to skip away.

A Dutch Judge in Nebraska on con-

viction of a culprit for having four
wives, decided: "lie hash bunishinent
plenty; I lifs m!t one!"

Sawmills were lirst used in Europe in
the fifteenth century. Before that, a
man who swore he lost his leg in the
army was generally believed.

We seo an article in the papers about
boy inventors. We hope they will in-

vent a boy who won't whistle on his
fingers and yell on the streets at night.

A North Carolina couple were mar-
ried in a diving-bel- l. They probably
wished to have some experience in cold
water before getting into hot water.

"Home, Sweet Home." is the last
thing played at the President's recep-
tions, and when the music begins the
guests take the hint.

A skeleton was recently discovered in
an Arizona cave, and a local corres-
pondent thinks it is the remains of tho
United States Army.

"Who shall decide when doctors disa-
gree?" Wo don't know who should,
but we know that the undertaker gen-
erally does.

"You ought not to say that the man
sold his vote, merely on suspicion."
"Well, I don't exactly allege it on sus-

picion. The fact is, I paid him tho
money."

A good reason. Irish witness (for the
defense) "Is it myself that under-
stands the nature of an oath? Faix, and
1 ought to; haven't I been twice tried
for perjury and convicted?"

It is said that Victor Hugo's desks are
full of unpublished manuscripts. It is
presumed he doesn't preserve tho "resp-

ectfully-declined" notes which ac-

company their return.
"Yes," said a fresh arrival from Bo-di- c,

the other day, "the girl 1 married
up on the lode last month is a perfect
lady, sir. I don't suppose I've heard
her swear real hard more'n twice this
spring."

Bedsteads with looking-glasse- s over-
head are things of the past. If a man
cannot tell when he wakes up without
looking in a glass to be sure of it, ho is
in a condition that cannot be helped by
furniture.

You can travel around the world in
eighty-eig- ht days at an expense of eight
hundred dollars; or you can travel
around the square for nothing, and bo
eight hundred dollars ahead for a pa-

cing horse and red cutter next winter.
An Indian clergyman delivered his

sermons in rhyme. His congregation
prefers them that way. They sleep
much sounder, and leave the church
much more refreshed, than after listen-
ing to a prose-- y discourse.

When a stranger in San Antonio asks
the names of tho leading citizens, he is
handed a newspaper supplement con-
taining the names of delinquent tax-
payers whoso property is offered for
sale.

Little Grace has been told that it was
impolite to tako tho last biscuit on tho
table. The other morning at breakfast
she was observed to gaze long and earn-
estly at the solitary biscuit on the bread
plate. Tho temptation at last proved
too great. Reaching for the coveted
morsel she exclaimed: "Oh, mamma,
1'se almost 'tarved! I desslwon't bo
polite I'll wait till some day
when I ain't too hungry."

"Havo you had your ears pierced?"
asked a young lady of her chum, who
lived next door. "1 should think so,"
was tho crushing reply, "hearing you
sing every day." There is now a great
gulf of coldness between tho two."

A Denver paper professes to think it
marvelous that a man whose brains
wore knocked out is still living. If ho
were out this way ho would not bo only
living, but he would be holding some
important office. Louisville Courier-Journa- l.

"Well, well," said Billington, majes-
tically, "we musn't be too severe on the
young follows. I suppose I was as big
a fool as any of them when 1 was
young." "Yes," replied Fogg, "and
you are not an old man now, Billing-
ton." Boston Transcript.

A religious tract, called "Put Not
Your Trust in Princes," was thrown in-
to the saloon of a simple old German.
He read the title, and soliloquized:
"Veil, I don't put somedrust inBrinces.
Dey must pay dcr cash in his shop
chust dcr samo as vito mans."

During the last illness of the old Money-g-

etter a friend called to see him, and
expressed his sorrow at finding him fail-
ing so fast. "Yes yes," saia tho old
gentleman, despairingly, "the doctor
says I can't live more'n a week. If I
could only live two, I could make ten
thousand dollars."

A Truthful Observation. "What
makes Colonel Blank so popular P I'm
sure he's very stupid. He can hardly
seo boyond his nose," and a lady to a
friend, who replied, "My dear, sharp-sightedne-

is not what makes a person
popular. It is what tho colonel doesn't
see that givos him such popularity."

"Lawrence, my dear," said his wife,
wreathing in smiles, "I wish you had
been to church this morning. Mr.
Jones was very interesting, and when
he prayed for tho absent onos"
"Well, that accounts for it, then. I
haven't caught such a string of fish for
a year as I did this morning."

"How did you like Europe?" "It's
too splendid for anything!" was tho re-

ply. "And were you sickP" "Yes, aw-
fully aiok." "And was your husband
good to you P" "Oh, he was too good,
for anything! Just as soon as he found
out I was sick he went and drank salt

OARIT A.

"You do not love ni CiuitaP"
Tin; question was n,

assertion; but as Maurice
Vernon ulUred it, tho dark, liquid eyos
of the girl to whom ho addressed it fill-

ed with tears. The did not tall; they
only slung to (lie fontf lashes, until,
freighted with their weight, it seemed
they must drop from thtmi, but Carita
forced them back

'Not love you?' she repeated, in a
sweet BAUSjoa voice, to which a foreign
accent lent added piquancy and charm.
"Ah, Maurice, you are very cruel when
you sneak to me like that! You know
that I love you but too much, else why
did 1 promise to bo your wifeP"

"A wife should have no secrets from
her husband, Carita a fiancee from her
betrothed; yet when I asked you what
possible claim this young: man, whom 1

met ht for tho secoud time coming
from your presence, can have upon
you, you refuse to answer mo."

"You put it so strangely, so strongly,
when you speak of claim. I acknow-
ledge, Maurice, no claim save yours.
But ho belongs to my country; he is
in trouble, and he comes to mo for sym-
pathy."

Maurice sprang to his feet, and paced
excitedly up and down the pretty room.
Everywhere the lovely dark, tear-w-ot

eyes followed hiei.
"You are angry with me," she said,

piteously "very angry. Havo you no
trust, no confidence in me?"

"You try all that I have to tho utter-
most," ho answered. "Carita," paus-
ing beforo her in his walk, "you must
give this man up you must not see him
again. He must learn to do without
your sympathy," emphasising tho last
word with unconscious irony.

The girl's beautiful face paled.
"You command mo to see him no

moreP" she asked.
"Nay, darling, I do not desire to put

it so harshly as a command; but I can-
not consent to you again receiving him.
1 do not like his looks. He muttered
something under his breath, too, as I
passed him He is deceiving
you, Carita; he loves you, and is jeal-
ous of me as your accepted lover."

"No, no! You aro unjust. Ho can-
not love me, we have been friends from
children. He is rash and is in disgrace
with tho government. He wishes only the
freedom of our country. He loves noth-
ing so well as freedom ho has no time
to think of other loves; but I will tell
him he must come no more. He will
obey me."

"That is my own, brave, dear girl!"
9aid Maurice, stooping to kiss the
sweet, upturned lips. "And you will
not think me severe, little oneP You will
believe I am not all selfish in my re-

quest?"

"I will trjr to believe whatever you
would have me," she replied, but as she
spoke she sighed.

An hour later, when he had bade her
good-nigh- t, Maurice remembered the
sigh, and wondered what had called it
forth.

Two months previously he had been
ordered to Italy by his physicians, to re-
cover from a severe illness. The second
day after his arrival he had met the girl
who had captured his heart. She had
been already a fortnight his betrothed.

She was an orphan, and living under
the roof of an old aunt. Save her won-
derful beaut', she possessed no wealth,
but many fortunes had been laid at her
little feet, if but with them she would
accept their owner, yet, until Maurice
had come (she told him) her heart had
not awakened from its sleep. He had
been the Magic Prince whose kiss had
roused it from its slumber.

She had been educated in London,
and spoke English perfectly, though she
best loved her own liquid tongue.

Whispered rumors of a revolution
were rife in Rome just at this time, and
all strangers wore regarded with sus-
picion, therefore it was with real relief
that Maurice, remembering what Carita
had told him of her friend's standing
with the government, recalled her
promise to him to see him no more.

Why had she sighed when she made itP
That she gave it at all was proof of her
love, and yet the sigh shadowed it with
a jealous doubt he strove in vain to
drive away.

It haunted him until ho was again with
her, and then he forgot all save that her
eyes and lips together spoke a language
sweeter than any ever known before.

Love, with this man, was no trivial
sentiment. It absorbed his being it
dominated over all else. He looked
back upon the thirty-fiv- e years of
his existence in wonderment that he
had never more painfully and acute-
ly felt their emptiness. He looked
forward to the future, which Carita was
to share, and its dazzling brightness
blinded him.

He had bade her good-nigh- t, one even-
ing, a few weeks after tho talk wo have
described between them, when, standing
in the shadow of the street, he descried
the figure of a man standing as if await-
ing something. Walking a few steps, he
turned back to look again.

In that instant, Carita, in her white
dress stepped out through the low French
window of the drawing-roo- upon the
balcony. As instantly the man vaulted
over the low railing and stood beside
her.

The light fell upon his face. It was
he whom she had promised to see no
more.

Maurice waited, to watch her repulse
him; but no! He addressed to her a few
low, hurried words, then they went to-

gether into the house.
Maurice Vernon's brain reeled. He

dared not follow, lest his jealous passion
should overmaster him.

Evidently the man had been awaiting
the signal that she was alone. And this
was the woman he had trusted this
was the woman to whom, in a few more
weeks, he would have given his proud
old name!

All night ho stayed out in the open
air. In tho early dawn he returned to
his own hotel, and then sent her a few
hurried lines, saying that if by noon she
could send him an explanation of that
which naught but the evidence of his
own senses would have led him to be-
lieve, all bonds between them would be
broken. His messenger brought him
her answer.

"It is bept," she wrote, "that we
part. Good-by- e, and may Heaven bless
you!"

Not until he read the few short words,
which were so full of imoort. did he

BLACKSMITHING !

FARMERS SHOP.
We wish to inform the farmers and public generally that we

have opened a

First-Cla- ss Blacksmith Shop at Pittsburg.
We are Revolutionizing Prices as follows:

Shoeing, New, per Span,
Setting and Toeing, per Shoe,

Setting Lumber Wagon Tire, 4 wheels,
" Buggy " "

Ironing Set Wiflletrees,
" Neckyoke,

All other Work accordingly Cheap.
Terms Strictly Cash, unless otherwise arranged. All
work Guaranteed. FARMERS SHOP.

K2.00
13
IO

l.OO
1.30
1.25
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TOYS,
CUTLERY,
PICTURES,
FRAMES,
MIRRORS.
GLASS WARE,

HARDWARE,
TINWARE,

WOODEN WARE .

TTZEIlSrTIOIEsr I

COUNTRY MERCHANTS,
My Stock Embraces ALL Kinds Startle and Fancy

Merchandise :

CLOCKS,

WATCHES,
JEWELRY.
SILVER WARE.
OPTICAL GOODS,

SMOKERS' GOODS,

SPORTING GOODS,
JAPANESE GOODS,

FANCY GOODS,

MUSICAL GOODS,
SEWING MACHINES,

DRUGGISTS' SUNDRIES,
WHITE GOODS,

HOSIERY,
NOTIONS,

STATIONERY,
PURSES,
WALLETS,

5 & 10 Cent Counter, 49 & 99 Cent Store Supplies.
LOOK up my Ii.u'RTRATKn Catalogs (if you have not one aend for it) and notice prices and

style of goods on pages 0 toft.1, BH to 81, 92 to 116, i to i5, and ho on through the book, and you
will find that I am offering a SAVING to you of JO to 90 per cent, on a large line of 8taple Goods.
You can order your STOCK from my Catalogue without leaving your store or paying a travelling
man to come and take your order. I guarantee prices and goods to he lust as satisfactory as
though you were here in person to select. When In the city give me a call before buying, and I
will show you the most complete stock of Goods In the West to select from at Tnid hrlcr.

C. M. LININGTON, Importer,
145 & 147 WnbnKh Avenue, CHICAGO

HALL'S

Patarrh P.ure
In Recommended by Phynlclann!

SIOO SEWARD i:Aii.af'niKi':l
ffe mtnufMtur and sell It with s positive

guarantee that it will pure any
case, an'' wo will forfait the above amount
ffltfaifa In a single Instance.

Unlike y other Cntarrh remedy. M

dUtrViilng dWie.Mk yourDruggiitfor It, and
AOCXFT NO IMITATIOH OB SUBSTITUTE. If M
haa not gat It, aend to ut and wo will forward
Immediately. Price, 75 centaper bottle.

F. I. CHENEY ft. CO., Toledo. Ohio,

valuable time by attending the Gramd IUrns,
Mic mi. an, IUihinkss CoLLBOS, and receive a
thorough) quickening, pruotir.nl education.
Send fr College Journal. .Iy8 4w

IFOR THE PERMANENT CURE OF

CONSTIPATION.
to other rileeasn U eo prevalent in thla om
r aa Oonatlpatlon, and no remedy haa m

t eaae, thla r
PILES

with oonatlpatlon.

pwions.

TEE TIMES
look & Job Printing House

Cannot be Excelled in Central
Michicran.


